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THE officer was standing behind his General Rain
dripped from their caps. They watched the soldiers
march past. The officer's name was Hsin-Hung; he
had been commissioned after passing the Cadet College
at Whampoa. His father had been a peasant in the
South; his father's father had been a peasant in the
South. The memory of the family didn't go any
further.

Rain drenched their uniforms. The buttons had
become blind and rusty. The eyes of the officers were
worried.

The soldiers whom they saw marching past, looked
like the ghosts of an annihilated army. Their eyes
were half closed with tiredness or wide open, burning
with exhaustion. Their skin was full of boils and torn
by hunger. Under their cheekbones were deep
hollows. Their uniforms were rags, their rifle-butts
splinters. Many had lost their caps and the rags they
had wound round their heads were stinking with
sweat and rain.

Yet their tired or burning eyes greeted the
General, they turned their heads and smiled with
teeth which had become loose for lack of nourishment*
They tried to straighten up, to march smartly*
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